AUGUSTINE BIRRELL

proportion to my years have swallowed the most copious
draughts, can yet sometimes retire with avidity and
delight to feast on Dante, Petrarch, and many others;

nor has Athens itself been able to confine me to the trans-
parent waves of its Ilissus, nor ancient Rome to the banks
of its Tiber, so as to prevent my visiting with delight the
streams of the Arno and the hills of Faesulae.16

Now it was that he, in his often-quoted words written
to the young Deodati,17 doomed to an early death, was
meditating ( an immortality of fame ', letting his wings
grow and preparing to fly. But dreaming though he
ever was of things to come, none the less, it was at
Horton he composed Comus, Lycidas, U Allegro, and
II Penseroso, poems which enable us half sadly to
realize how much went and how much was sacrificed
to make the author of Paradise Lost.

After five years' retirement Milton began to feel the
want of a little society, of the kind that is ' quiet, wise,
and good ', and he meditated taking chambers in one
of the Inns of Court, where he could have a pleasant
and shady walk under ' immemorial elms ',18 and also
enjoy the advantages of a few choice associates at home
and an elegant society abroad. The death of his mother
in 1637 gave his thoughts another direction, and he
obtained his father's permission to travel to Italy,
* that woman country, wooed not wed/19 which has
been the mistress of so many poetical hearts, and was
so of John Milton's. His friends and relatives saw but
one difficulty in the way. John Milton the younger,
though not at this time a Nonconformist, was a stern
and unbending Protestant, and was as bitter an
opponent of His Holiness the Pope as he certainly
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